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Author's Notes: 
This story is based on this picture from a short 30 second video called ‘This Video Sucks‘ that the Foo's did as 
part of the promotion for Wasting Light. 


link to picture 


After | wrote the story based on the Low video | remembered this one, it always makes me laugh and Chris in 
a red dress looking so pissed off inspired this story. Hope you enjoy-and take a look at the video if you've not 


seen it before. 


link to video 


"| look like a mutant Dolly Parton" Nate grumbled. "Remind me why we're doing this?” 
"Another one of Dave's ‘lets get the fans involved’ competitions." Chris said pulling at the straps of his dress. 


Taylor laughed at his bandmates discomfort. "Old hat for me, I've been dressed up as a woman so many times 


it almost feels natural now." 


Nate grimaced. "That is so wrong on so many levels." He pulled at the long blond wig covering his red hair. He 


was dressed in a white skirt and top with a bright pink belt and silver platform sandals. 

Taylor adjusted the length of Nate's skirt, pulling it up to make it shorter. 

"That's better Nate, far sexier." 

Taylor ignored the scowls from the bassist and turned to the guitarist. "You look good in red Chris." 

Chris glanced at Taylor; the drummer was dressed in some weird grey skirt that ballooned out like a 
mushroom, a blue sparkly boob tube, a black sequined jacket and black high heeled shoes. The whole outfit 
should look awful but on the slim blond it looked kind of hot in a weird way, but then Taylor always looked good 


in whatever he was wearing even those hideous board shorts. 


"How the fuck do you get the zipper pulled up?" Chris fumbled around his back trying to get his long red dress 
zipped up. "It's like | need to pull some kind of fucking yoga move." 


Taylor grinned. "Come here Shiflett, I'll zip you up." 

Chris took a step forward and promptly tripped over the hem of the floor length dress. He cartwheeled his 
arms in an attempt to prevent falling over but he was already heading for a dive. He fell straight into the 
arms of the blond drummer. 

"Whoa, steady on babe." Taylor wrapped his arms around the guitarist pulling him into a hug. "I know | look hot 
but you could have waited until Nate left before you threw yourself at me." He placed a big sloppy kiss on 
Chris's cheek. 


"Get off Tay, and don't call me babe." Chris struggled to regain his footing, his feet were wrapped up in the 


red material. "You look fucking ridiculous not hot." 
Taylor raised an eyebrow. "Really? So why do you have a hard on?" 
Chris pushed himself away from Taylor. "Fuck off you dick, | do not have a boner." 


Taylor laughed softly. He turned Chris around and pulled up the zipper, his fingertips skimming up Chris's back. 


"There you go." Taylor's hands lingered on Chris's skin a few seconds longer than necessary. 

"What the fuck are you wearing Pat?" Nate laughed. "That's horrible." 

Taylor and Chris both turned to look at Pat who had just entered the dressing room. The guitarist was wearing 
a black t-shirt draped with several buckles and belts, a white skirt covered with what looked like christmas 
baubles all topped off with a short white wig and sunglasses. 

lm Lady Gaga" Pat smiled. 

"Less lady more gaga | would say." Chris said. 


Taylor giggled and nudged Chris. "Good line Shiflett, you're funny.” 


Chris glared at the drummer, what the fuck was going on with Taylor? It was usually Dave or sometimes Nate 


that got the ‘Taylor treatment’ now suddenly it was his turn, what the hell? 
"Make way for the queen of sparkle and fluff" Dave's voice boomed down the corridor. 


Through the door stepped Kathy Griffin, the actress and comedian, she smiled at the men but was pushed out 
of the way by a fluffy purple arm. 


"Not her you fuckers. Me. lm the queen of sparkle and fluff" Dave flounced into the room. 

The singer was wearing a short silver glittery dress with huge fluffy purple sleeves, a bright yellow belt, 
yellow socks, silver high heeled shoes and a black bobbed wig. Like Taylor and Pat, Dave had no issues with 
dressing up in women's clothing and he pranced across the room with an exaggerated wiggle of his hips. 


Kathy laughed. "This is what being a D-lister gets you, playing second fiddle to Dave Grohl in drag.’ 


Dave blew her a kiss. "Don't worry darlin’, you look much prettier than me." He grinned wickedly. "When I'm not 


wearing my make-up." 
The singer turned to the rest of the men in the room. "Ok girls, let's make ourselves a sucky video." 


FE FE EE E 96 E E FE WE E FE E AE E WE E WE E E E E E E WE 8 E E E E WE E WE E E E E E AE E WE E WE W E E EE EE 


Although the finished video was only 30 seconds long the actual shoot took several hours. Chris's feet were 
starting to burn in the high heeled red shoes he had his feet crammed into and the zip of the dress was 
scratching against his back. He wiggled around trying to get comfortable, he glanced at the other men who also 
seemed to be suffering apart from Taylor who was lounging back against the door frame with a smile on his 


face. 


Taylor's skirt was pulled down so low that a nest of springy hairs was clearly visible above the waistband, 
Kathy even called it out during the filming, and Chris couldn't take his eyes off the patch of hairs. He had seen 
Taylor in low slung pants before, even seen the tangle of hairs before, but with Taylor in drag it seemed sexy 
somehow. Taylor caught him looking and gave him grin and a wink, what was up with him today? Chris looked 


away and stared at his feet, he felt himself flush as red as his dress. 


The shoot was finally over and Chris breathed a sigh of relief, he kicked off the red shoes and dropped into a 


chair, he needed to rest his feet, they were so fucking sore. 


‘I've never seen you looking so lovely as you did tonight" Taylor sang to him from the doorway, the opening 


line from the Chris De Burgh song ‘Lady in Red’. 
"Fuck off Tay." Chris growled, he pulled up a foot and rubbed it. 
Taylor just laughed, he stepped into the room and closed the door behind him, Chris heard him click the lock 


"What are you up to?" Chris eyed the drummer suspiciously. "I'm not in the mood for your stupid fucking 


antics." 


Taylor dropped to sit cross legged on the floor in front of Chris, he was still wearing his skirt and boob tube 
but he had lost the black high heeled shoes and was barefoot. 


"High heels are a killer," Taylor smiled "I have no idea how chicks do it." 


Chris grimaced. "My feet feel like they have been run over by a truck, and then prodded with a red hot 


poker.” 
Taylor giggled. "That's exactly how mine feel." 


Taylor reached up and took the foot that Chris was holding, he gently massaged the sore points on the balls of 
Chris's foot with his thumbs. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Chris tried to pull his foot away but the drummer held it in a firm grip. 
"Making you feel better," Taylor smiled up at Chris. 
Chris wriggled in the chair. "Let go Tay, | don't want you playing with my feet. It's fucking weird” 


"Ok" Taylor let go of the foot and red hot pain flooded through Chris's foot, whatever Taylor had been doing 
had made the pain disappear. The guitarist groaned. 


Ok," Chris muttered, "you can carry on, but only until the pain goes away." 


Taylor picked up Chris's foot and put his thumbs back against the sore points, the pain instantly lessened. 
"How did you learn to do that?" Chris asked. "I mean it fucking works." 


"After the Learn To Fly shoot my feet felt like they were on fire, one of the wardrobe girls did this to my 
feet, | almost cried it felt so fucking good” Taylor chuckled. 


Chris smiled. "Yeah | know the feeling.” 
"You've had it easy, | had to wear pantyhose too and let me tell you, those things are no fucking fun" 
Chris laughed. "Pantyhose look like a torture device. You would have been better off in stockings." 


Taylor dropped the foot he was working on, he lifted the other one and began to massage it. Chris let out a 


soft moan as the pain in his foot was rubbed away. 
Taylor threw Chris a suggestive look. "You want to see me in stockings Shifty?" 
Chris felt strangely embarrassed. "No. Why would | want to see you in stockings?" 


‘Oh, | don't know." Taylor gently pressed and squeezed Chris's foot. "Maybe because you like seeing me dressed 


up as a girl." 
| do not." Chris shifted uneasily in his chair. 


The guitarist was acutely aware of the hand massaging his foot, he could feel the callouses on Taylor's hands 
as he gently worked his sore flesh. 


| think you do." Taylor said softly. "I think you like it a lot” 

"You make an amazing girl Tay, but | don't fancy you as a girl" Chris mumbled. "Or a guy." 

The truth was he did find Taylor attractive, he had never said anything, hell he barely admitted it to himself, 
but there was something about Taylor that made Chris wonder what it would be like to make out with a guy. 
And Taylor dressed as a girl made him wonder all the more. 


"You look good in a dress Chris." Taylor placed both of Chris's feet on his knees and began to rub his ankles. 


Chris laughed nervously. "Yeah, my tattoos make me look so feminine.” 


calves. 


"Stop it Tay." Chris swatted Taylor's hand. "That's not my feet." 
Taylor smiled. "But still feels good doesn't it" 


It did feel good, Taylor's fingers brushed against his skin, long sensual strokes up and down his calves just 
skimming his thighs, Chris swallowed. 


"Stop it Tay." Chris said again but with less force than before. 


| don't think you really want me to stop." Taylor whispered. "I think you want me to do this, | think you want 


me to carry on" 
Taylor's hands now slid up Chris's thighs, fingers dancing across the skin of his inner thigh working their way 


up towards his groin. Chris felt himself grow hard as the drummer caressed the sensitive skin at the crease 


between leg and groin. 


Taylor stilled his hands and sat up on his knees, his face now level with Chris. Chris stared at the blond, a 
slight smile played on Taylor's lips, lips that were just so perfect, lips made for kissing. 


| saw the way you were looking at me earlier. Just give it up Shiflett, you know you want this." 


"No, no | don't." Chris looked into Taylor's eyes, he really did have amazing eyes, warm hazel eyes that sparkled 
with laughter and desire. 


regret that Taylor's hands were no longer caressing his skin 

Taylor dropped his gaze to the floor. "I'm so sorry, | didn't mean to upset you Chris" 

Taylor moved to stand and Chris found himself placing his hands on the blond's shoulders stopping him. 
"Don't go." He placed a finger under the drummer's chin and lifted his head. "I want you to stay’ 
"Really?" Taylor whispered. 


Chris smiled. "Really." He leant forward and placed a small kiss on Taylor's lips, he couldn't quite believe he was 


doing this. 


Taylor smiled and threw his arms around Chris. "Fuck Chris, | thought I'd really screwed up, thought I'd totally 
misread the signs, thought I'd just made a total ass of myself" 


Taylor's stubble scratched against Chris's neck, it sent shivers down Chris's spine and straight to his dick 
"You're always an ass Tay." Chris chuckled. "And | didn't know | wanted this, not until just now." 
Taylor placed small kisses on Chris's neck. "I've wanted it for a while, you've got sexier the older you've got" 


Chris pulled Taylor onto his lap. "I've never done this before." Chris cleared his throat nervously. "With a guy | 


mean." 
Taylor grinned. "Me either." 
"But you and Dave..." 


Taylor shook his head. "Never been there. All that flirting is just for show, we realized long ago that it wouldn't 


work, it would be like screwing your brother." 
Chris smiled. "Guess we're in the same boat then" 


Taylor pressed his lips against Chris's, his tongue running along his bottom lip seeking entrance to Chris's 
mouth. Chris hesitated then opened his mouth a few centimeters, Taylor's tongue immediately pushed in and 
connected with his own tongue swirling around and probing his mouth. Chris pulled the blond to him and ran a 
hand through the long blond hair, Taylor moaned against his lips, the soft sound made his cock swell. 


Taylor's fingers dragged across Chris's chest, they slipped under the red fabric of the dress and found his 
nipple, Chris groaned as Taylor rolled the nub of flesh between his fingers making it as hard as his cock. Taylor 
slipped the thin straps from Chris's shoulders sending the red fabric tumbling down to his waist and slid off 
the guitarists lap to kneel between his legs. He dipped his head to place a line of kisses down Chris's chest and 


licked his nipple as his mouth travelled downwards. 

"Jesus Tay." 

Chris groaned as the drummer's tongue dragged across his stomach, his groan turned into a giggle as he 
realized the tongue was tracing the word ‘lust from his tattoo. Taylor laughed against Chris's skin, the soft 
humming sensation made the guitarist squirm and raise his hips from the chair. 

Taylor's hands slid up Chris's legs pushing up the soft silky material as they went, the dress was now 
gathered around Chris's hips like a red curmmerbund and a hand moved to stroke his cock. Chris groaned loudly 


at the touch, a touch that sent his cock twitching, he wanted more, he wanted Taylor's hands on him. 


"You ok hot stuff?" Taylor looked up at Chris. "We can stop if it makes you uncomfortable." 


Chris smiled down at the blond between his legs. "The only thing that's making me uncomfortable is having a 
raging boner stuck in my briefs." 


Taylor giggled. "I can sort that out for you." He hooked his fingers under the waistband and tugged gently, 
Chris raised his hips and Taylor pulled them down to his ankles. His hard cock bobbed free and wobbled in front 
of Taylor's face. 

Chris felt a momentary flash of fear. "Are you sure about this Tay?" 

Taylor wrapped a hand around the cock in front of him and began to gently stroke it. "lm sure." 

Chris closed his eyes, his head rolled back against the back of the chair and he moaned as Taylor's hand 
worked him in long, languid strokes. He felt a tongue licking him then his whole cock was engulfed in warmth and 
moisture, his eyes snapped open and he looked down to see a blond head bobbing up and down. 

"Fuck Tay." Chris hadn't expected a blow job, he didn't actually know what he had expected. 

The sound of the door handle rattling made both men jump. 

"Tay? Chris?" Dave's voice came through the door. "You in there?" 

Chris had the sudden urge to laugh, here he was with his cock in Taylor's mouth and there was Dave on the 
other side of the door wondering what his missing bandmates were up to. The whole thing was vaguely 
ridiculous. A giggle slipped from Chris's lips. 


Taylor let Chris's cock slide from his mouth, he grinned and held a finger to his lips urging Chris to be quiet. 


The door handle rattled again, a slight pause then the sound of Dave's footsteps moving away down the 


corridor. Chris slumped back on the chair in relief. 


"You are terrible at being discrete Chris." Taylor giggled and playfully slapped his thigh. "I thought for sure 
Dave heard you laugh." 


Chris smiled. "I'm sorry but it was funny, like being caught jerking off by your dad" 
Taylor chuckled. "| guess it was." 
"Get back to it Hawkins." Chris sniggered. 


"For someone who wasn't sure they wanted this 20 minutes ago you sure are becoming demanding.” Taylor 


smiled and took Chris back in his mouth. 


Chris groaned as Taylor's mouth moved up and down his shaft, his tongue flicking across the slit and teeth 
slightly grazing the sensitive head. One of Taylor's hands continued to pump Chris's cock whilst the other 
gently cupped and squeezed his balls, Chris gripped Taylor's shoulders and raised his hips pushing himself 
further into the drummer's mouth. 

The hand around his cock disappeared, Chris looked down to see that Taylor had pushed down his skirt and 
briefs and was gripping his own cock, pumping himself to the same rhythm as his mouth. The sight of Taylor 


pleasuring himself made Chris even hotter than before, and when Taylor moaned around his cock in his mouth 


Chris almost came undone. 


Taylor pulled his mouth from Chris's cock, he knelt up and gripped it in his hand. Chris leant forward and took 
Taylor's hard dick in his hand and started to work it in time to the blond's rhythm. Chris felt the familiar rush 
and tightening in his stomach as he hit the point of release. 

"Shit.......fuck." Chris bucked as he came, his come spurting over his stomach. "Fucking hell." 

Taylor moaned. "I'm nearly there..." 

Chris increased his pace, working Taylor's cock hard and fast as the blond's moans became deeper. 


"Holy fuck." Taylor growled as he came in Chris's hand, his seed splattering over the red dress. 


Both men were panting as they came back down, Taylor leaned forwards and kissed Chris before sitting back on 
his heels. 


"| always knew you would be hot, but fuck Chris, you are red hot" Taylor grinned "As red hot as that dress." 
Chris laughed and looked down at the dress. "Fuck, how are we going to explain this?" 
The dress was screwed up and wrinkled and covered with come, both his and Taylor's. 


"Take it off" Taylor helped Chris remove the dress and grabbed a bottle of make-up remover from the table. 


He squirted some on to the dress to cover the semen stains and rubbed it in. 


"You had an accident with the make-up remover, we tried to fix it but it got fucked" Taylor handed the dress 
back to Chris. 


"Good plan, Chris grinned. "Although it works better if you messed up with the make-up remover, you're the 
klutz." 


Taylor laughed, "Fine." 


The door handle rattled. 


"Tay, Chris, | know you're in there | can hear you talking." Dave called from outside the door. "What the fuck 


are you up To in there?" 


Both men straighten their clothing, Chris gave Taylor a quick kiss before walking over to the door and unlocking 
it. He pulled the door open and smiled at the singer standing outside. 


"Hey Dave." Chris grinned at the front man. 


Dave stared at Chris who was dressed in just his briefs and holding a scrunched up red dress in his hands. He 
peered into the room to see Taylor on his hands and knees wiping up something from the floor. 


"What in the holy name of fuck have you two been up to?" 


Taylor lifted his head and smiled sheepishly. "| was fucking around with the make-up remover, trying to get 
Chris's make up off. | kind of over did it, dumped the whole bottle over him." 


"For fucks sake T," Dave glared at the drummer "you're going to have to pay to get that dress cleaned’ 
"Ok" Taylor tried to look contrite but didnt quite pull it off 

"Its not funny T" Dave glanced at Chris. "And you should know better.” 

"Sorry Dave" Chris managed to mumble. 


"Get cleaned up, we need to be out of here in IO minutes." Dave gave the two men one final glare before he 
slammed the door shut. 


Chris burst into laughter. "| can't believe we got away with that" 


Taylor chuckled. "Dave never sees what's going on under his nose. Come on help me with this, Dave might be 


gullible but he'll get pissed if we're not cleaned up in IO minutes." 
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On the other side of the door Dave was struggling to holding in his laughter. Did those two really think he 
didn't know what they had been up to? Aside from the giggles he had heard through the door earlier, their 
flushed faces and guilty looks, the bottle in Taylor's hand had not been make-up remover, it was a bottle of 
theatrical glue remover. So unless Taylor had been trying to unglue a fake beard from Chris, which he hadn't 
been wearing, they had been doing something completely different. 


He began whistling as he walked away from the door, for some reason ‘Lady in Red' was on his mind and he 


was sure he was still going to be whistling it when those two showed up for the ride back into town. 


